T he moft lamentable Tra gedie 

We tooke chisMatcocke and this fpade from him 
As he was ccmmiugfrom this Church-yard fide, ’ 

C bief, Watch. eat fufpjtion,ftay the Frier too,too,' 

Enter the Prince, 

Pww.What mifaduentureisfo early vp. 

That calls our perfon from our morning reft# 

Enter Cape It, 

Ca Whar fhould icbe that they fo fhrike abroad# 
Wtfe.Q the people in the ftrectecri t Romeo, 

Some Iultet , and fome Paris ■> and all runne 
With open outcry to ward our Monument. 

Pr. W hat fearc is this which llartles i n your eares# 
Watch, Soueraigne, here lies the Counties™ flaine, 
And Romeo dead, and lu/iet dead before, 

V Varme and new kild, 

Ppta , Search, feeke & know how this foule murder comes, 
Wat . Here is a Frier, and Slaughtcrd Romeos man, 

VV ith Inftruments vpon them fit to open 
Thefe dead mens T ombes. 

E nter C apsslet anti his Wifi; 

Ca. O heauen ! O wife lookc how our daughter blcedcs! 
This dagger hath tniftatac,for loe his houfc 
Is cm pty on the backe o{ Mount ague, 

And is nnfheath’d in my daughters bofome. 

IVi. O me,this fight of death,is as a Bell 
That vvarnes my old age to a fcpulcher. 

Enter iMountague, 

P ri. Come Momtague, for thou art early vp 
To fee thy fonne and heire,now early downe. 

Mom, Alas my liege,my wife is dead to night, 

Griefe of my fonnes exile hath ftopt her breath, 

V Vhat further woeconfpiresagainft my age# 

Prin, Looke and thou lhalt fee. 

Moun,Ot\\ou vn taught, what manners is in this. 

To prefie before thy father to a graue# 

Rrt. Seale vp the mouth of outrage fora while, 

1 ui we can clears thefe ambiguures, An * 


of^omeo and Juliet. 

And know their fp ring, their head their truedefeent. 

And then will I be genera 11 of your woes, 

And lead you euen to death,meane time forbeare. 

And let mifchance be flaue to patie-nce, 
j 3 iin<T forth the parties of fufpition, 

Rrt. I am the greateft able to doe leaf!. 

Yet moft fufpefled as the timeand place 
Dothmake againft me of this direfull murther: 

Andhearel ftand both to impeach and purge 
My felfe condcmned,and my felfe cxcufde, 

Prin, Then fay at once what thou doft know in this? 
Trier, 1 w ill bee briefe for my fhorc date of breath 
Is not fo long as is a tedious tale, 

there dead, was husband to tha tluliet. 

And lhe there dead, thatsAowcwfaithfnlJwifet 
Imarriedthem, and their ftolne marriageday 
Was 7V^//rdoomefday, whole vntimely death 
Banifhtthe new-made Bridegroome from this Citie, 

For whom, and not for Ttbalt^luliet pin d. 
You,toremouethatftege of griefe from her 
Betroth’d and would haue married her perforce 
To County Paris. Then comes ihe to me. 

And with wild lookes bidmedeuife fomemeanej 
To rid her from this fecond marriage: 

Or in my Cell there would fhekill her felfe. 

Then gaue I her(fo tuterd by my art) 
Afleepingpotion,whichfo tooke effeft 
As Iintcnoedjfor it wroughton her 
The forme of death, meane time I writ to Romeo 
That he ihould hither corneas this dire night 
To help to take her from her borrowed graue. 

Being the time the potions force fhonldceafe. 

But he which bore my lctter,Frier Iohn, 

Was flayed by accident,and yefternight 
Returned my letter back,then all alone 
At the prefixed hower of her waking, 

M Can 


